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8 7 * The 'Travedy of Othello 
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I know thou did not,thou art not fuch a villainc t 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

log. I told him what Ith6ught,and totd'no more. 

Then what he found himfdfe was apt and true. 

Em, But did you euer tell him fhe Was falfe 2 
lag. Idid. 

Em, You told a lie,an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my foulc a lie, a wicked lie ; 

She falfe with Cafsio j did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. With Cafsio miftrelfe ; go to charme your tongue. 
Em,. I will not charme my tongue,! am boundtofpeake j 
My Mrafeffe here lies murdered in her bed. 

AH. Oh heauens-forefend. * 

Em And your reports haue fet the murderer on» 

Otb, Nay, ft are not mafters,it is true indeed,. 

(fra. Tis allrange truth. 

Mon. O monftrousaft !' 

Em. Vil!any,viUany 3 vii!any; 
pthinke vpon’t, I thinke, I fmell a vitlany ; 

I thought fothen ; lie kill my felfeforgnefe, 

0 viilany,viiiany. 

lag . What areyoumidf l chargeyou getyou home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to ipeake ; 

Tis proper I obey him ,buc not now : 

Perhaps Iago f I will ne’re goe home. 

Otb. Oh, oh, oh. ~ Qt\\. falls on the bed... 

Em. Nay, lay thee downe,ar,d roare, 

For thou haft kild the fweetefi: innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Otb. O fhe was foule : 

1 fcarcedid knowyou V ncie,there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed,thefe handsBaue newly ftopt; 

I know this aft fhewes terrible and grirn. 

Gr. Poore c Defdemona,l am g’adthy father’s dead. 

Thy match was mortall to him,and pure gritfe 
Shore his old thread in t waine : did he liue now, 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne, 

Yea,cutfe his better Angell from his fide, 
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the 'Slfoore of Venice. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Ti ? pfttifulljbutyet Jago knowes 
Tha t (he with Cafsio, had the aft of {ham? 

A thoufand times committed- Cafsio ™f<r a • 

AmHhc did gratifie hi s ,"„„' u ^“ nfc « “= 

With that recognifance and pledge of loue 

]^wTs h a handk aU h h 7 J 1 faW ic ® hwhand; 
it was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 

My Father g^ue my Mother. H 

O beaut nO heauenly powers. 
lag. Come, hold your peace. 

Em. Tw ill out, twill out: I hold my peace fir no 
lie be in Ipeakmg.hberail as the north ; "* * 

In ^ aUCn A and ® en *M deuilSjlet cm all 
A d al1 cr l a e ain ft me,y et lie fpeakc. 

? ew fife,and get you home. ^ 

Em. I will nor. 

Gra. Fie your (Word vpon a woman* 

' * found b y fortune, thou f P eakft on. 
For often with a folemne eaTueftn^ ” * 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch attiBe ) 

He beg’d of me to (leak it. 

Jdg* Villainous whore* 

S aue k n °,alasl found it 
And I did giu t my husband. ’ 

H- Filth, thm lieft. 
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